102  THE CYCLE OF SPRING

I know not the way, I have not the

light,

Dark is my life and my world.
I have only the sound of your steps
to guide me in this wilderness.

Gently, my friend, gently walk along

the dark shore.
Let  the  hint  of the  way  come  in

whisper,

Through the night, in the April breeze.
I have only the scent of your garland
to guide me in this wilderness.